>"Hey, loser. Come on, I'm not going to wait all day!" 
>With a sigh, Lincoln picked up his pace, heading for the booth in the corner where his new girlfriend, Ronnie Anne, sat.
>"Yeah, yeah. I'm coming Ronnie."
>Lincoln placed the tray of fast food he carried down in front of her before pivoting himself to sit across from her. 
>"And WHERE do you think you're sitting?" 
>Pausing in the air, he looked up at Ronnie Anne.
>"Uh, right...here?" 
>"Is this your first date EVER, Loud? Sit NEXT to me!" 
>"O-Of course, sorry!" 
>Lincoln scrambled over to her side, sliding himself into the booth. He made sure to leave ample room between himself and her.
>With a sigh, he felt two hands grip his arm, suddenly tugging him deeper into the booth until he pressed up against her side, Ronnie Anne snaking her arms around his and holding them close to her. 
>"There. Much better, wouldn't you say?" 
>Lincoln was too busy being somewhat embarrassed at how close in proximity they were to properly answer. With a simple nod, he reached over and grabbed his burger. 
>As he watched Ronnie Anne do the same, he turned his attention up to the ceiling, wanting to look anywhere to her as he felt the heat come off of her. 
>Silently, they sat there and ate. Lincoln felt awkward, what was he supposed to say? This was all so new to him. 
>Finally, Lincoln settled on a topic to bring up.
>"Hey, by the wa-aaaAAH!" 
>Lincoln was suddenly greeted with Ronnie Anne's hand planted on his crotch, side glancing over to him with a small smile on her face. 
>"Keep it down, Loud." 
>"W-W-What are y-" 
>Her free hand shot up, lightly placing a finger on his lips.
>"Shhh...just let me 'break the ice', ok?" 

>Against his own judgement, Lincoln gave her a nod. A large grin spread across her lips as she returned her hand to her side, turning herself back forward.
>"W-What are you going to do?" He practically whispered.
>Ronnie Anne picked up her drink, bringing the straw to her mouth. He could feel her thumb rubbing down, right atop his dick. 
>"Ronnie...!" He whispered again, leaning forward. He could feel his jeans tightening, and from her widening eyes as she glanced down, so did she. 
>"What did I tell you?" She asked, her hand pressing down into his rapidly expanding member. "Just let me do this." 
>Lincoln didn't dare look down as her hand softened the pressure, only to hear the tell-tale sound of a zipper being brought down. 
>Whipping his head around, he looked from customer to customer, all going about their own business and eating their food. 
>"What if they see us?" 
>"Oh, trust me, they won't." She replied, confidence in her voice. 
>"What, have you don't this befo-OH!"
>Lincoln quickly cupped his mouth as her hand shot in between the zippers gap, slipping her fingers under his undergarments fabric. 
>Ronnie Anne masterfully brought his hardened member out, readjusting her hand on it for better grip.
>"Now sit back and relax, dweeb. And TRY to look cool."

>Lincoln could feel his cheeks burning. He couldn't help but look all around, looking for even one person to see what was happening. 
>"I-I really think you should stop...!" He whispered. 
>A scoff was all that Ronnie responded with. Her hand began to slowly run the length of his cock. 
>Lincoln spared a quick glance over at her. To his surprise, all she was doing was biting on one of her French fries nonchalantly.
>'How can she be so calm during the, how?!'
>Lincoln's dick throbbed against her warm hand, begging for her to continue. 
>"How is it?" 
>"Really...really good." Lincoln replied, struggling to hold himself together. 
>"Good. You're gonna love this next part." 
>Ronnie Anne unwrapped her fingers from his penis, bringing it up to her face. Suddenly, she spit a few times into her hand, smiling as she turned her head to look at him.
>"It's REALLY good." 
>As her hand returned down below, Lincoln was taken aback at how much of a difference it was. 
>Even more so by how fast she was pumping now. 

>It didn't take long for Lincoln to be on the edge. The combined feeling of her jerking him off and the spit she used made the sensation that much more intense.
>Not only that, but the idea of them being caught at any second filled him with some kind of thrill. 
>"I...I'm close, Ronnie..." He said, placing a hand on her arm. 
>"Wow, cumming in public, Loud? You're a pervert, you know that?" 
>"S-Shut up..." 
>Her pace quickened as she gripped harder on his cock. Lincoln had to do everything in his power not to moan out.
>"Come on, cum for me." He heard her whisper as she leaned closer to him. 
>That was enough to push him over the edge. Her grip loosened as she shot her free hand down, cupping her hand over his dick. 
>"Oh, God..." He moaned out, his cheeks bright red. Panting and out breath, he looked over at Ronnie Anne. 
>She leaned in and gave him a quick kiss on the lips, smiling wide as she reeled back. 
>"See? Told you everything would be fine." 
>She brought her hands back up, the one covered in his cum to her mouth. Slowly, she licked some off, before grabbing some napkins and wiping her hand down. 
>"So," She began. "How about we go back to my place? We can continue this in private." 
>"C-...Continue?" Lincoln asked, dumbfounded. 
>"Well, yeah." 
>Lincoln's eyes widened as she reached down and gave his quickly softening member a quick flick.
>"This was only foreplay!"